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TOE  O'  BALLOCaMYLK. 

'Twas  even,  tli'e  de^vy  fifelds  weregres^n, 

On  every  blade  the  pearls  hang; 
The  zepj^yr  warjtoo*(l  rourjid  the  bean,  ^ 

And  bore  its  fragrant  sweets  atang; 
In  every  gien  the  n.avis  sang, 

All  nature  listening  seemed  the  whUe, 
Except  vvhere  green- wood  echoes  rang, 

Amang  the  braes  o'  BaJlochniyle, 

*  Witf\  careless  step  I  onwarcl  stray 'd. 

My  heart  rejoic^i  in  nature's  joy, 
When  musing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  chane'd  to  spyj 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye, 

Her  air  like  natiu  e^s  vernal  smiie; 
Perfection  wiiisper^d  passing  by, 

Behold  the  lass  liailochmyle! 

Pair  is  the  morn  in  flowery  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  Autumn  milcJ; 

When  roving  thro*  the  garden  gay, 
Qr  wandering  in  a  Ipnejy  wild ! 

But  womsj^  ^^r^^s  d^viingi ^hiidthi : 
Tliare  all  Her  charms  she  does  compile} 


s 


Even  there  her  other  works  are  fbiPd 
-By  the  boimy  la^^s  (/  Bailochmyle. 

O  had  she  been  a  country  ixituiL 

And  I  the  happy  country  swaki^ 
Tho*  sheltered  in  the  lowest  siied 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotia's  pi  a  in;. 
Thro*  weary  w interns  wind  and  rain 

With  joy,  with  rapture  [  would  toii; 
Arid  iHi^htly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bdn^oy  lass  o'  BallochiDyie. 

Tben  pride  might  climb  the  slippery 
steep, 

Where  fame  and  honoar  lo^l^7  shine; 
And  thirst  of  gold  c^d;i:h't  tempt  the-deep 
^  Or  downward  sink  the  Indmi  mine; 
-Give,  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  iloeks,  or:t:h  the  soil. 
And  every  day  have  joys  divinOj 

Wi*  the  bonny  iass  .Bidiociimyle. 


AULD  ROB  Moaais. 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in 
yon  glen, 

lie's  the  king  o^  gude  fbllows  and  wale 
p'  jauld  menj 
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Ho  has  gowd  in  his  colTers,  he  has  owsei 
and  kirie,  ^  (mine| 

And  ae  bonny  lassie,  his  darling  an(| 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  f^iirest  iii^ 
May:  ^  (^^vi. 

She's  sweet  as  the  e^ning  amongthe  newl 

As  bhthe  and  as  artless  as  the  Iamb  on 
th.e  lea,  (my  ee. 

And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  light  to 

But  O  she's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin^s  a 
lairdj 

And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot- 
house  and  yard;  ll 

A  wooer  like  mauna  hope  to  come  speed,*! 

The  wounds  I  muse  hide  that  will  soon 
be  my  dead. 

The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings 
me  nane;  (is  gane; 

The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  rest  it 

1  wander  my  iane  like  a  night-troubled 
ghaist,  (my  breast. 

And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  iu  ■ 

O,  had  she  but  been  of  lower  degree, 
1  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smik 
upon  me  L 


5 


O  how  past  descriviiig  had  then  been 
my  bliss,  [press. 
As  now  my  distraction  no  words  can  ex- 


WA>vDEraKG  V:iLLiE. 

Here  awa,  there  awa,  vianderiug  Willie, 
Here  awa,  there  a.wa,  hand  awa  name; 
Come  to  my  bosom,  my  aia  ooly  dearie^ 
Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the 
same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  andcauid  at  our 
parti  h;;!:,  [ee; 
Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my 
iWeicome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my 
;  Willie, 

irhe  simmer  t6  nature,  my  Willie  to  me*  , 

Rest,  ye  v/ild  storms^  in  the  eave  of  your 
slumbers, 

^low  youi*  dread  howliag  ajo-ver^larmsl . 
iVaakeu  ye  breezes,  rowgently  ye  bii- 

lows,  [Qiy  arms*  ^ 

Ind  waft  my  dear  laddie  aiice  mair  to 


6  -  •;! 

But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  mind  hix,hk[ 
Nnnnie,  fmain; 
Flow  still  between  us,  ihoa  \^l}v^rir:rT\]]^ 
May  I  never  see  it,  \r\c\y  I  never  trow  it, 
BuU  Aymg,  believe,  that  my  \Vii!ie'3  my 
aio.  "  i 


FOR  A'  THAT. 

Tho*  wotnen'^  mincl^  like  winter  trrnd^ 

May  shirt  anil  tarn  and  -a'  that, 
Tlie.nob-le£t  hreas^  adores  them  maist, , 
A  consequence  I  draw  th^it... 
^  Fo  r  a  * '  ti  l  a  t  a  n  d  a  •  tli  a  t . 

And  twice  as  meikle^s  a*' that, 
The  bon?iy  iass  that  I  lo^^  best 
She'll  be  my  am  t<  r  aUhat. 

<3reat  love  I  bear  to  all  the  fair, 
Their  humble  slave  and  a*  thatj 

But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  std!, 
A  raortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

Far  a*  th-at,  kc. 

But  there  is  ane  aboon  the  lavt?, 
Has  wit  and  sense,  and  a'  thatj 


A  bonny  lass,  I  like  her  best, 

And  wtia  a  criiDe  dare  ca*  tbvd? 
^  ^        For  that, 


j    Wi*  nuitual  love  and  a'  that; 
iBut  for  how  laiig  the  flee  may  star.g, 
!    Let  incjination  law  tliat. 
.For  a*  that,  &c.  \ 

Theh^  tricks  and  craft  ha-e^pot  me  daft. 

They've  ta'en  me  in,  and  a^*  that; 
But  clear  your  decks  and  here*s  the  seSi 
^  I  like  the  jades  for  a^  that. 
For     that,  &g. 


2  kei's  ^  '    h/i  Meg  o'the  Mill  has  got- 

3  ke)  ^  '  V'lvi  Mego*  the  Mill  has  got- 
)he  '  t'.*n  a  coof  vvi'  a  claut  o'  siller 
And  I  <      M  the  heart  o*  the  barley  nul- 


ifhe  nrliler  wai  strapping  tWniiUer  wSs 


hm^.t  I  I  a  a  lord,  and  a  hue  like  a 


n  rapture  sweet  this  hour  We  meet, 


MEG   O*   THE  MILL. 
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The  laird       a  widdiefu'  bleerit  knurl; 
She's  left  the  guid  fellow  and  ta*en  the 
churl, 

The  miller  he  hecht  her  a  heart  leal  and 
loving,  (moviiiKf, 

The  laird  did  address  her  wi  matter  mair 

A  fine  pacing  horse  wi'  u  clear  chained 
bridle,  (saddle. 

A  whip  by  her  side,  and  a  bonny  side- 

O  v*'ae  on  the,  siller>  it  is  sae  prevailing; 
iU)d  wae  on  the  love  that  is  fixM  on  a 
mailen! 

A  tocher's  nae  word  in  a  true  lover's 
parle,  (warl! 
Eut^  gie  me  my  love,  and  a  fig  for  the 


